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MR. DOOLEY.ON

WORK AND SPORT.

By F. P, Dunne.

HOW MR. DOOLEY WOULD ENJOY WEALTH.
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Points on the Etiquette of

rich ! fellow

. Scared to death all th' time.

an' meet th’ horse half way
An™ if th’ horse don’t run away with
Higgins an’' kill him, he’s tol' it’s not
a gouod horse an’ he ought to sell it.

An’, mind yve, he pays f'r that, though
he can't help raymimberin’ th’ man
nex’ dure fr'm him used to get tin doi-
lars a week f'r th’ same job.

“Whin he was a young man, Higginsg
knowed a fellow that dhruv four horses
f'r a brewery They paid him well,
but he hated his job. He used to come
in at night an’ wish his paremts had
npnlf‘ hiln a cooper. an’ Higgins pitied
him, knowin' he cudden’t get out a life
insurance policy an’ his wife was
Now that
Higging has got th’ money. he's took
th' brewery man’s job with worse
horses an’' him bharred fr'm dhrivin’
with more thin wan hand. An’ does
he get annything f'r it? On th’ con-
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tances he needs it right away, and he
yald not have to go and hunt it. Lie
atill in bed and ot your would-be
murderer full of holes: if you get up
he may make a sieve of you. never
forgetting that he is about the vilest
carrion on earth and & never willing
to give vou even a fighting chance for
vour life. It is always "dead men tell
“,,_,. tales.’ with the burglar, and you
snhould apply the axiom i 1zly to
him.
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windy day without pay; he has to play
goif, which is ti*-dame thinkg as bein’
a postman without a dacint uniform;
he has to play tennis, which is another
wurrud f'r batin’ a carpet: he has to

race horses, which is th’ same thing as |

bein' bookmaker with th' chances
again’ ye; he has to go abroad, which
is th’ 1 thing as bein” an i i
grant s to set up late, which is
th’ » thing as bein’ a dhrug cler
an’ has to play cards with a man
that knows how, which is th’' same |

thing as bein’ a sucker.

‘He takes his good times hard, Hin-
nissy. A rich man at spoort is a kind
iv non-union laborer. He don't get
wages f'r it an’ he don’t dhrive as well

as a milkman, ride as well as a stable
boy, shoot as well as a polisman, or
autymobill as well as th® man that

runs th' steam roller. It's a tough life.
They’se no rest f'r th' rich an® weary.
We'll be readin’ in th" pa-apers wan
days: ‘Alonzo Higgins, th'
up in las’ year’'s champeenship.
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“pFifth, if you bave neither revoiver
nor nerve, and you hear a burx_larvm
the house, or think you do, just lie still
and scream good and loud if you are a
woman, and give a Comanche yell if
you are a man. The chances of your

» the fel-

vs he’s hav- ;

hird. if you have a revolver, do not |
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ever |
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| so much applause arlier in th’' vear.

j “‘Th’ Pickaways carrid offl all th’
{ honors in th’ sewer-diggin’ contest yes-

terdah, defeatin’ th’ Spadewells be five
holes to wan. Th' shovel wurruk iv
Cassidy, th’ banker, was spicially no-
| ticeable. Th’ colors iv th' Pickaways
was red flannel undhershirts an’ dark
brown trousers,
! " ‘Raycreations iv rich men: Jawn
W. Gates an’ J. Pierpont Morgan ar-re
to have a five days’ shinglin’ contest
at Narragansett Pier. George Gold is
thrainin’ f'r th’ autumn plumbin’ jim-
kanny. Mitchigan avnop is tore up
fr'm Van Buren sthreet to th' belt line
| in priparation f'r th' contest in sthreet
1 layin’ between mimbers iv th' As
cyation iv More-Thin-Rich Spoorts.
Th' sledge teams is completed, but a
few good tampers an’ wather men is
needed.’

“An’ why not, Hinnissy? If 'tis fun
to wurruk, why not do some rale
wurruk? If 'tis sport to run an auty-
mobill, why net run a locymotive? If
dhrivin’ a horse in a cart is a game,
why not dhrive a delivery wagon an’
carry things around? Sure, I s’pose
th’ raison a rich man can't undher-
stand why wages shud go higher is be-
cause th’ rich can’'t see why annybody
shud be paid f'r annything so amusin’
as wurruk. I bet ye Higgins is won-
dherin® -at-this~moment ~why he was
paid so much f'r puttin® rings around a
bar'l.

“No, sir, what's a rich man’s ray-
creation is g poor man's wurruk. Th'
poor ar-re th’ on’y people that Know
how to, injye- wealth. Me idee iv set-
| tin’ things sthraight is to have th’ rich
who wurruk because they like it do th’
wurruk f'r th’ poor who wud rather
rest. I'll be happy th’ day I see wan
iv th’ Hankerbilts pushin’ ye'er little
go-cart up th' platform while ye set
in th’ shade iv a three an’ cheer him
on his way. I'm sure he’d do it if ye
called it a spoort an’ tol* him th’ first
man to th’ dump wud be entitled to do
it over again against sthronger men
nex’ week. Wud ye give him a tin cup
that he cud put his name on? Wud ye,
Hinnissy? I'm sure ye wud.”

“Why do they do it?” asked Mr.
Hennessy.

“1 dinnaw,” said Mr. Dooley, “onless
it is that th’ wan great ebject iv ivry

!

man’s life is to get tired enough to
! sleep. Ivrything seems to be some
| kind iv wurruk. Wurrnk is wurruk

if ye're paid to do it an’ it's
if ye pay to be allowed to do it.”
| (Copyright, 1902, by Rebert Howard
! Russell.)

!hpm;: shot are then lessened than if |

vou got up and ised the roof with
vour voice. He will take the hint and
| get out quick., I¥f you happen to wake

up and find him in your room, and you
are timid, let him have your valuables
and you lie very still. You may re-
place your valuables, but not the life
he will take if you are foolhardy
| enough to tackle him barehanded.
& S &
| “Qixth, don't forget that all burglars

{

| mained
{ best he could

BOB GRAHAM,
LADYLIKE ACTOR

Quiet and Refined Person, But Not
An Easy Mark.
(Chicage Tribune.)

“Bob”’ Graham is the ladylike actor
who plays Cyrus Gilfain in “Floredo-
ra.” On and off the stage Mr. Graham
is an exceedingly quiet and refined per-
son. But any one who shouid pick him
out as an easy mark would be likely
to be as sadly disappeinted as was the
roaring, ramping Texas cowboy who
made that mistake eight or ten years
ago when Graham was playing with
Minnie Paimer in “My Sweetheéart.”

The night the company opened in
Austin, Tex., there came-a knock at
the door of Mr. Graham's dressing room

and in walked a soft-veiced little man,

with a shifting gray eye.

“Pahdun me, sub,”
ger. My name is Thompson, subh, Ben
Thompson, an’ Ah'm something of a
privileged charactuh about this thea-
tuh. Ah came in, sul, to see if yuh

would do me the honah of drinking a
mint julep with me after the puafohm- |
o

ance?

Mr. Graham was in a hurry, and, as

the shortest way out, he consented to
drink a julep after the show.

“Thank you, suh.” said Mr. 'l‘hamp«
son, as he bowed himself out. “Ah’ll
meet you-at the stage do’, suh.”

* @

When Mr.- Graham found time. he
sought out the stage doorkeeper and
inquired why he had allowed a perfect

@

stranger to come to his dressing room. ;

“Because he is Ben Thompson,” said
the doorkéeper. “What Ben wants he
usually gets, He's got his private ber-
ryin’ ground pretty near full now, and
there ain't nobody around this end of
the panhandle likes to cross him.”

“Well, I certainly don’t intend to
drink with a desperado of that kind,”
said Mr. Graham.

“Just as you please,” said the grin-
ning man at the door, “but I would if
1 were you.”

o & &
Mr. Graham had almost forgotten
the incident by the time the curtain

went down on the last act of “My
Sweetheart,” but the gentlemanly Mr.
Thempson had a better memory. Hard-
ly had Graham stepped out into the
alley when he found his arm grasped
by the little “bad man,” who murmured
in his soft little voice, “fiow we'll have
that julep togetheh.™

That dark alley. at the side of the

Austin theatre, did not seem to Mr. |

Graham a favorable place in which to
argue with a professional desperado, so
he answered that he would be tickled
to death at the chance,

Mr. Thompson escorted Mr, Graham
to a big saloon, most of which was oc-
cupied by poker and faro tables, He
sat down with his guest at a small ta-
ble in the center of the room and or-
dered two mint juleps, It was easy to
see, as Mr. Graham observed, that his
host was-a man of much.importance,
for almost everybody in the place sa-
luted him and the waiter came hurry-
ing to take his order.

Just as the man came back ‘with the
two mint juleps a negro approached
with a message for Mr. Thompson.

“Excuse me for a moment, Mr.
Graham,” said the desperado. "“I've got
to go out for a moment, but I'll return
in a moment. In the meantime, drink
your julep.”

Then the plot began to thicken.~

Mr. Graham thought of leaving the |

place and escaping to his hotel,. bhut
there was only one means of exit from

the saloon, and it seemed the part of |

wisdom to wait until Thompson had
got some distance from the doorway.

Then, as he sat there, waiting his
chanee, thers came the sdund 6f shoot-
ing and yelling from without. The
swinging doors were thrown open and
in waddled four typical cowmen, all
mudch the worse for the liquor they car-
ried.

In an instant they had fixed their
eyes on Graham’'s ill-fated silk hat. At
the same instant it flashed into Gra-
ham’s mind that this was a part of the
job that Thompson had put up on him.
Undoubtedly he had gone out to meet
the cowboys and warn them that their
victim was inside.

& & @

Graham slipped down into his chair
and tried to look as inconspicugus and
inoffensive as possible. But it was
plain the newcomers were looking for
him. With the awkward waddle of
men who live in the saddle, they came
swaggering back to where he sat.

“Well, if here ain't a New York
dude,” said one of them. And while

Graham was facing this one of h's
tormentors, another slipped behind him
and tried his best to pull the silk hat

< | down over his ears.

Graham pulled off his hat amidst the
jeers of the crowd. Then an inspira-
tion came to him.

He was fairly caught and it only re-
to get out of the scrape as

He slammed the broken.and disrep-

said the stran-.

|
!

|
|

utable hat down on the bar and spoke ;

| as follows:

“You guys may think that is a smart
trick, but I don I can't rope a cow
or shoot the butt« off a man's coat,
but I'll tell you what I will do. There
are four of you. If youll lay down

are armed with revolvers, but that all
householders and roomers are not. He
has vou therefore, practically at his
mercy at the beginning of the game, |
and always at a disadvantage if you
| are armed. He is prepared to shoot
with his gun in his hand. He is wide |

| awake, while your weapon may be just
! out reach, and as yvou have been
 awakened out of siumber, your senses
! not as alert as the man who will
kill without a single thought.
e & @ «

“Seventh, because you hear a noise
in the house it does not follow that it
is caused by a burglar. or if you are a
in a lodging house, that the in-

truder who has entered yvour room is
i one with evil intent. When a man is
| more or less drunk all deors look alike
| to him. and T have freguently found

roomers trying my door, and even in
my room. Those conditions are trying
| to the nerves, to be sure, but you can
| almost instinctively feel whether a man
: there by mistake of with burglarious
intent in your own house, don't
be too hastily on the shoot if it is pos-

of

are

{ roomer

sible for a member of your family to
have strayved into your room _ while in
a fit of somnambulistic abstraction, or

| while looking for your private bettle of
- on the top shelf of the closet.
> & &
i “Eighth, in sheotinz a burglar,
! not feel that you are taking a human
‘life® The burglar is a human hyena,
and, as all of the animal kingdom de-
spise the hyena, so ought the higher
intellectual animals regard the burglar.
’ He is an outcast, an outlaw, a nameless
| creature, worthy only of execration and
| death, and compared with whom the
| highwayman who gives you at least a

go0. is an honest man. The barglar is
the most villainous of villians, and for
| every one removed from earth by a

| bullet or locked up behind prison bars,
| law-abiding citizens should give a sigh
of relief and a prayer of congratula-
tion.”

(Chicago Tribune.)
¢ “You're an astronomer, .are you>™

i
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“Shake. I'm a theatrical manager, I
wonder if vou have a= hard a time find-
;) ing pew stars as I have.”

dn;

 administered with

chanee to hand over your valuables and |

vour
take

guns and take off your coats I'll
you on one at a time with my
and I'll make the bunch of you
you've struck a New York cy-

clone
Sure,” wvelled the crowd. “Give the
dude a show at his own game.’
: w»
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The Fable of

Eugene Who Walked
the Length ef the Coun-
ter Before Making His
Selection.

Little Eugene Was Mushy on His

i

|
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————

B
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To Sit in a Snug Library With His
Tall-browed Helpmeet.

Sunday School Teacher.
NCE there was a Boy named
Eugene.
About the time that he
shook his Sailor Collar and
began to wear Galluses in-

stead of buttoning them to the Waist,
he had his first Attack.

He went off his Feed and moaned in
his Sleep. His Mother, not suspecting
that the Divine Passion could find
room to operate in a 9-pounder,
thought he had Cholera Infantum. She
began to shoot the Pain-Killer into
him, but it failed to touch the Spot.

Little Eugene had gone Mushy on
the Lady who taught his Sunday-
School (Class. She was doing her 35th
Lap and had a Husband who led the
Choir. but these Trifles did not bother
the Kid. He had it all cribbed up to
kill the Husband in a Duel and carry
Loved One off to a lonel§ Island where
they could live Crusoe Fashion. He
used to send Teacher an occasional
Card showing a couple of fat Pigeons
nestling under a Mess of Spinach and
ajso a little Coupiet to the Effect that
as sure as the Vine grows round the
Stump she was his little Sugar Lump.
He picked her Currants for her and
wouldn't take Money for it, and he
loafed around the Kitchen when she
was making her Apple Butter until at
last she sent him Home with a little
Note to his Maw, advising her to put
him in heavier Flannels and make him
drink Sassafras Tea each Night.

| did not depend upon Frizzes and M

Eugene pined away for a couple of |

Days and then transferred his Polly-
wog Affections to an Old Maid who
stood at the General Delivery Window
at the Post-Office. He wrote for Seed
Catalogues and Terms to Agents so as
to have an Excuse to speak to Angel
She up and married the Station Agent.
Eugene had to go out and forget his
Sorrow in Base-Ball and Puil-Away.

in due Time he went to a Fresh-
Water College and here he began to
yearn for another Kind. It happened
that he went out Botanizing
slender Co-Ed whe wore Nose-Glasses
and had an Intellect that made a Noise
like a Dynameo. Frequently they did
their Algebra together and he wrote
Notes to her in Latin telling her that
she was All Right.

Along about this time his idea of

“with . a4

Paradise came down to Earth was to
own a snug little Library and sit in it
every Evening reading aloud to a tal
browed Helpmeet. He wrote
Essays on Wemen and sprung them on
the Pythagorean Literary Society. He
said that every Maverick who
cow-trailing around over the Sand-
Lots of this dreary Life had an Affinity
concealed somewhe in the Brush and

several

the Game was to hunt her up and then

He

stick to her like Spalding’'s Glue
allowed that the real Girline C

Up. Eugene was strong for the B
of Seul which would wear f« €
and look just as well on one Side
on the Other.

When he graduated he was keen to
do the Liberty Act with the cogita- | _
tive Co-Ed. Upon searehing himself |

he found that his Assets consisted of
a hand-worked Diploma, a few Dance

Programmes and a Badge of the Oota |

Bazoota Frat. He decided to cut out
the Private Reading Circle until
could see his Way clear to get enougt
to pay for the Lijcense.

Having settled in the City he gave a
busy Imitation of a Bright Young Fel-
low who is trying to side-step the Pot-
ter’'s Field. At the Boar
where he coaled, there E
Waitress who carried a Remarkable
Shape for one who had to be on her
Feet all day. She never had been be-
vond the 3rd-Grade in the Grammar
School, but when they had Chick she
always slipped Gene the Second Joint

he

and she had his Baper propped up for
him when he came to Breakfas He
gave her several long Rides on the

Cars and there might have been some-
thing doing if Eugene had not had
his Salary whooped. He moved into a
first-class, pruneless Family Hotel
and got into the Habit of carrying
Money in his Clothes. ¥n the mean-
time the Co-Ed was off in Minnesota
somewhere, ieaching Schoel. - _
Around the Hotel there were all
Kinds and Eugene, who was now 30 and
had mislaid his Diploma, found that

he no longer had an uncontroilable
Desire to buckle up with those who
‘wore Specs and could tear the lining |

out of Synthetic Philgsophy.

!
|

|
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should attempt to insuit or interfere
with a guest of his.

“If I'd a-been there when that guy
smashed your hat, Mr. Graham,” said
the bad man, “there’d a-been some
shootin’ done. And Ah reckon you
taught ’em a lesson in a better waw™

Mr. Graham, however, cherishes to
this day the belief that the gentleman-
ly Mr. Thompson arranged the whole
affair for his own amusement and fell
in with the boxing proposition only be-
cause it promised some pleasant va-
riety on the usual gun play.

WO0OD FROM THE WILDERNESS.

How the National Capital Gets Its
Fuel From Virginia.
(Washington Star.)

Passengers on the Potomac river day
boats, as they go up and down the
river from now until fall, will pass

some curiocus craft which are illustra-
tive of an interesting branch of com-
merce. It is an industry about which
the general public knows but little,
for the men engaged in it never come
nearer than the hem of the elaborate
garment of civilization which «;lnf‘:r's
the great city.

As the steamer slips down the river
at a twelve-knot-an-hour rate. there
drifts across the course a two-masted
Her gunwhale is almost
is loaded deep with cord
wood. Her two big mainsails flap idly,

| holding just enough of the light breeze

| shirt and big straw

&

If Mr. Graham needed further proof
of the fact that Ben Thompson was
‘in on the game,” he got it then, for
that worthy appeared su\lenly on the
scene, obably he had been looking
on all the time from some point of |
vantage. At any rate, he came to the

front and added his auth
to the gen 1 chorus.
“Sure, we'll have the scrap,” he said.

oritative voice

“Pick yvour first man he =aid to the
cowboys, “and we'll adjourn to the
court.”

There was an open court hehind the
saloon, and the whole crowd filed out
there. Mr. Graham took off his coat
and vest and prepared for the fray.

Fortunately he was and is an amateur |

boxer some skill and felt that he
would be able to render a good account

of

of himself if an¥thing like fair play
was observed. Of that Ben Thompson
left no doubt. He constituted himself
referee and with rawn revolver took

the middle of t
“Bitin’,

he ring.
gougin' an’ kickin® den’'t go.,™

s2id Mr. Thompson in his mildest voice,
“an’ T'm here to see that nobody
it.”
> & @

est of the four cowbeyvs was
stripped for combat by his fellows and
waddled forth to his doom. He hardly
knew how to hold up his hands, and
from the first Graham had his man at
his mercy. In less than a minute the
terror went down and out under the
influence of a right swing on the jaw
artistic force and
skill
As their champion went down in de-
feat the cowboys crowded around the
victorious “‘dude
“You're all right. pardner.” said their
spokesman, ‘“and we all are willin' to
admit you can lick the hull passull of
us at this game. And here’s the price
of that lid Mike smashed for you.™
With that he pressed a $10 bill inte
the fist of the astonisned Graham.
Whereupon Ben Thompson insisted
on setting up the wine for everybody
in the house. Afterwards Mr. Thomp-
son, in the privacy of the hotel ex-
pressed to Mr. Graham own great
rersonal mortification e

to afford steerage way. The sails are
dirty and patchéd. the cordage is
ragged and knotted and she looks ver
unkempt. A white man, in trousers,
hat Igunges on top
of the poop heneath which is the tiny
cabin. A barefooted negro stretched
out on deck holds the wheel, a coupie
of other negroes asleep forward on the
woodpile complete the crew.

The big steamer being pressed close
to the shoal water of the flats by the

| impudent little craft, stops, backs and

passes on the other side. There is an
exchange of a few sulphurous epithets
between the respective commander,
ending in a derisive laugh from the
wood-carrier, and the vesseis continue
on their way, one the type of steam,
progress and civilization, the other a
relic of the good old days when nobody
was in a hurry.

This is a sample of the wood-carry-
ing schooners which ply between Wash-
ington and the estuaries of the lower
Potomac, keeping up the supply of
eord wood and kindling wood. They
run steadily through the summer and

i the negroes fries the bacon and '7111‘_-\-'6 the ¥

| railway

fall. discharging their cargoes along the |

river front, the captain going ashore
to Iay in his supplies of ham. eoffee
flour and tobacco. and the crew induig-
ing in a little gin, after their fashion.
Then away for arother cruise on the
lonely reaches of the lower Potomac.

It is another world, this lower
mac region. Here the river broadens
to a width of five miles or more, open-
ing in bays and reaches, into which
empty deep tidewater creeks. These
little waterways stretch far up into
Virginia and Maryland, narrow and
sinuous. but with the tide on the flood
affording sufficient channel for the
wood carriers. They are overhung by
dense forests whose shade is grateful
on a hot day.
the locality, broken only by the sullen
plunge of the big-mouth bass as he
makes a dash for a bunch of grass min-
nows. The big-mouth bass attain a
weight of five to seven pounds. There
are .also great yellow perch twelve
inches long and the usual run of river

ey

» ‘.,_ﬂ'}en the wood schooner heads inte

Deep silence broods over |

| wagon tracks of fifty vears ago. When |

Poto- |

the mouth of one of these littie creeks |

she lowers her sails, and the hands

pole her up the creek to the wood land- |
ing, where she is to take on her load. |

For miles .and miles back of the
ing stretches a forest of pine and oak.
This is a wild region since the war
left its mark of devastation upe t
You are now on the edge of the g
“Wilderness™” of Virginia. All the m
who were not killed in the army
who since could get away have gon

the lands have grown up with pins
trees;: the fields are covered with
scrub timber. A weood hauler’s road

winds its way through the sandy soil
the country is flat and monoton
and apparently good only for the 1
to which it now is being put,
nish firewocod for the cities.
It does not take long to get a load,
even though the crew have to pan
once in a while to feed the baited !
hung overboard as a lure to a
catfish, big mounth bass

to fur-

peerch.” The captain knows his cre
will be all the happier if they can al-
ternate their bacon that night v
some “‘fried feesh.” So next day,

the ebbing tide, the little craft is poled
down the creek and out into the broad
water, where her sails are raised. T ¢

is not much wind in this region
summer, and the sail te Washir

is to be an experience of tacking an

reaching. But it is not hard work.
The air is soft and warm, the dis t
Maryland and Virginia shores
bathed ig a blue haze, the river sy

kles as the little waves lap the sic
the grimy old boat; it's nice to

out on the woodpile and snooze unti
the captain calls for a shift of the |
boom. {
Then, when evening comes, they
draw off from the main channel, drop | ¢,
anchor, hanging a lantern in the rig- |
ging to note their peosition. One of |

the

out

the coffee, and soon after
whele outfit is asleep
at first crack of d:

R e —
OLD WESTERN TRAILS.

Railways Now Run Cver the Paths
of Early Pioneers and Explorers.
(New York Tribune
The early explorers and
the western part of the United States
made the paths that are now
highways of commerce
eold trails of - the plains,
mountains and the routes ¢
ent transcontinental railways
closely associated, as in the g
namber of cases the big X rail-
road tracks followed the course of the

supper
to bhe turned
¥ in the morning.

pioneers of

the great

de

the pres-

are

western

the American coloni were - declaring
their independence of Great Bri
the “old Spanish trail” was being laid
out by a party under the
Francisco Silvester Velez Escal
the interest of the Spanish r
California.

This expedition left Santa
July, 1776, and after traveling over
what is known as the San Juan coun-

try, reached a spot where Grand June- |

tion, Colo., an important present day
railway center, is located. From there
the party “trailed” to Salt Lake, and

from there to Los Angeles, (Cal. The |
new Denver & Northwestern railroad
and the Salt Lake-Los Angeles line
will closely follow much of this old |

Spanish trail.

The Union Pacific railroad runs over
the old Platte-Overland route
Omaha to Ogden, and the Atchison,
Topeka & Santa Fe follows for many
hundreds of miles the old Santa Fe
trail, while in Arizona the same read

and |

from |

land- |

aln |}
3

command of | ¢

Fe in|

|
|

at many vints the southern

trail The Santa Fe trail

hrough the Raton ountains
n spurs of
in New

who built

iards of many vears ago

s to be seen

rt te

the plains and mo nins r
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e northern ¢
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